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can by no means agree to your cutting off your hair. I am very sure that your headachs cannot proceed from thence; and as for the pimples upon your head, they are only owing to the heat of the season, and consequently will not last long. But your own hair is, at your age, such an ornament, and a wig, however well made, such a disguise, that I will upon no account whatsoever have you cut off your hair. Nature did not give it you for nothing, still less to cause you the headach. Mr. Eliot's hair grew so ill and bushy, that he was in the right to cut it off. But you have not the same reason.
London, August 23, O. S. 1748.
DEAE, BOY,
YOTJB friend Mr. Eliot has dined with me twice since I returned hither; and I can say with truth, that, while I had the Seals, I never examined or sifted a state-prisoner with so much care and curiosity as I did him. Nay, I did more; for, contrary to the laws of this country, I gave him, in some manner, the Question ordinary and extraordinary; and I have infinite pleasure in telling you that the rack which I put him to did not extort from him one single word that was not such as I wished to hear of you. I heartily congratulate you upon such an advantageous testimony from so creditable a witness. Laudari a laudato viro is one of the greatest pleasures and honours a rational being can have; may you long continue to deserve it I Your aversion to drinking and your dislike to gaming, which Mr. Eliot assures me are both very strong, give me the greatest joy